tt          JUNO AND THE PAYCOCK

the killin' o' people? My God, isn't it bad
enough for these things to happen without
talkin' about them! (He hurriedly goes into the
room on left?)

BENTHAM. Oh, I'm very sorry, Mrs. Boyle;
I never thought . . .

MRS, BOYLE (apologetically). Never mind, Mr.
Bentham, he's very touchy. (A frightened
scream is heard from JOHNNY inside?)

MRS. BOYLE. Mother of God, what's that?
(He rushes out again, his face pale, his
lips twitching^ his limbs trembling?)

JOHNNY. Shut the door, shut the door,
quick, for God's sake! Great God, have mercy
on me! Blessed Mother o' God, shelter me,
shelther your son!

MRS. BOYLE (catching him in her arms). What's
wrong with you? What ails you? Sit down,
sit down, here, on the bed . . , there now
. . . there now.

MARY. Johnny, Johnny, what ails you?

JOHNNY. I seen him, I seen him . . .
kneelin* in front o' the statue , . . merciful
Jesus, have pity on me!

MRS, BOYLE (to BOYLE). Get him a glass 61
whisky . . . quick, man, an' don't stand
gawkin'.

(BOYLE gets the whisky.}
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